CHAPTER XV

This grey spirit, yearning in desire
To foDow Knowledge like a sinking star
Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.

ULYSSES.

ALL the way home Charles felt like a new man.
It had been the presence of the little black cat
curled up so peacefully asleep on the bonnet of
his car, and bound, he felt, to bring him good
fortune. He had had no idea that he could
change so quickly.

After all, doctors had been proved wrong a
hundred times over. There were dozens of men
and women walking about the world who had
been given up for dead by their medical advisers
and yet who had rebelled and had, as it were,
risen from the dead

Nothing to worry about, he kept telling himself.

He hated to think that the chauffeur had
whisked the little black cat away, indignant with
it for having crept on to the bonnet and so proving
that he was asleep.

They left the opal ring at the hospital and
asked for news of the girl. She was better.

They left London behind them, with its traffic
and its smell of petrol and tarmac, and the big
factories, and the crowded commercial thorough-
fares. They came to the country again, with the
trees of Sidcup and the fields by St. Mary Craye.
They'd be building over all this soon, he sup-
posed. A pity, because that, the first sight of